THE MOVEMENT IN THE SOUTH
city from the terrible menace of Red invasion, with its
consequences of murder* rape* arson, and other crimes.
As I approached Caceres, the limits of the Northern
Army, there were plenty of signs of fighting. The roads
were encumbered with Red Cross cars and lorries taking
men or supplies to the front line. General Franco, who
had just effected his liaison at Caceres with General Mola3
was striking a double blow from Caceres and Merida; he
was pushing eastwards to Navalmoral de la Mata so as
to capture the Tagus valley and reach the key position
of Talavera de la Rema, and westward his forces were
attacking Badajoz, the last Red stronghold in the whole
of that part of the country.
The Reds were fighting fiercely, but as usual in a dis-
connected fashion owing to rivalry between officers and
Committees of Public Safety, which seemed to share the
command. While it was still possible to save Badajoz, the
Red columns dallied at Navalmoral de la Mata, burning
villages and murdering thousands of men, women, and
children, and it was only when Merida had fallen, and
when the assault parties of the Seventh Bandera of the
Legion were blowing down the gates of Badajoz, that they
made something like a concerted push with the object of
cutting right through the centre of General Franco's
army. In such conditions, the blank failure they met and
the rout which followed were only to be expected.
Caceres is a beautiful town of churches and palaces, and
it also possesses the additional charm of having an excel-
lent hotel. But after the briefest visit to staff head-
quarters for my pass to be made out I started off for
Merida. I knew that there was fierce fighting at two
points, Merida and Navalmoral de la Mata, and I chose
the first point as nearer and to my mind more important.